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M ean  B ru ta l
“Mr. Push proposed to me lo t  night, 

paw-paw,” said Miss Gabb, “and be 
wants your consent to our marriage. 
He told me that he would die for me If  
1 would accept him.” ■■ '

“How much insurance does be 
carry?" growled Mr. Gabb.

A w , G w arti
W h a t aw fu l topers harbors are, 

They surely fear a  drouth.
F o r  you can a lw ays find a bar  

Close by the harbor’s mouth.

P a w  K n o w s E v e ry th in g . 
Willie—Paw; what age are we living

In?
Paw—The cold storage, my son.

B roke.
In  his new auto he would dash.

Th e  blam e th ing ran into a tree;
And now he*e hunting fo r some cash. 

Th e car is broke and. so is ba

Ths Wiss Fool.
“There Is nothing more aggravating 

than to bite Into a chestnut and find a 
worm In It," observed the sage.

“Oh, yes, there Is." disputed the fooL 
“How about biting Into a chestnut and 
finding half a worm In It?” I

Why She Blushoa
They te ll us o f the blushing bride '  ”

W ho to the a lta r  goes
A down the aisle of a church 

Betw een the friend filled ro w a .
Th ere 's  B illy  whom she motored w ith  

And Bob w ith  whom ahe swam ;
T h e re ’s Jack—she used to go lf w ith  him — 

And Steve who called her “ L am b ."
Th ere 's  Ted. the football tnan she ownedA  

A nd D on of tennis days;
T h e re ’s H u b ert, yea, and blond Bugena, 

Th ey took her off to p la y a
And there la H a rry , high school beau, 

W ith  whom  she used to mush.
N o  wonder she's a “blushing bridal”

Ta gods I She ought to blush!
—A ll Story W eekly.

C o rre c t. __
Once ofton n time there was a woman 

who didn't think her kiddles wece 
prettiest and beat behaved In town. 
Which reminds uh of Luke McLuke’s 
saying’ that all fairy tales begin with 
"Once upon a time.”—Columbia State.

tffon I

.... Ain’t  I t  the Truth?
A fu tile  th ing  Is hum an prlda;

I l ls  v irtues man defends,
The Whila his fau lts  a re  m agnified

B y  those known as hie “ fr le n d a ”

Nothing Doing. a
Dear Loke—Can Dr. Akers, the Lo­

gan (W. Va.> dentist, pull teeth for the
club?— C. IL  M.

H o n k , H o n k l  
R ailroad crow ing.

Speeding car. 
Fragm ents to w in g

Oates a ja r!

Oesifer, Call the Wagen I 
Dear Luke—8. Newt Full of Colum­

bus, O., wants to get into the club 
How about It?—H.

T h in g s  to  W o r ry  A bo ut.
A butterfly sleeps with its bead down­

ward.

Names la Names.
8plcer Mustard live« at Vanceburg.

Ky. *—

Our Daily 8paoial.
I t  takes a strong man to keep bis 

face closed.

Luke MoLuks 8sys—
A man can make his conscience shut 

up when be has done something wrong. 
Bat be can't make his wife act that 
way.

The reason why mother hasn't any 
time to sew buttons on father’s panta 
la because she has to attend a sewing 
clnb almost every day.

Some men seem to spend half of their 
time trying to get Into trouble and the 
ether half trying to get out

The average society girl la Just crazy 
about hoi«. But they are not the same 
kind of hops that some honest working­
men are so fond of.

What has become of the old fash­
ioned broad band of gold that was 
known as a wedding ring?

A princesa la quite proud of her dia­
mond and ruby and emerald rings that 
came from the ten cent store, but she 
would regard It as a great InsuH if  sbe 
had to wear a thimble.

Some men seem to think that they 
have to k“im  a half doren l.niguamiei 
hi order to get a hearing In this world. 
But a woman manages to get along 
very nicely on Just one language.

When a man Is trying to cultivate 
unselfishness he Is surprised that he 
never finds any In the other fellow’s 
garden.

That English scientist who claims 
that Americans are l»ecomtng a nation 
of physical weaklings evidently never 
paid a vlsif to this country and knows 
nothing about <>ur bull throwers and 
htam raer artists. - •

We may be grouchy. But If  we ever 
saw anything on ths street that looked 
like one of the young men In the cuts 
In the ready made clothing advertise­
ments we know we would laff until we 
busted.

I f  some men had to work for what 
their work was worth they would 
starve to death.

There are a whole lot of married men 
who would hare to go hungry or eat 
outside If  their wires ever loot their 
eaa openers.__

There are two aides to an argument 
unlees you happen to be mixed up la

Lost and 
Found

Story off a Bridegroom With  
Dramatic Tastes

By CLARISSA MACKIE

When Robert Dwight married M il­
dred Corson every one said that they 
would he happy If  Dwight did not go 
on the stage, for which be had a strong 
leaning. Mildred was very much In 
love with him, and It was feared that 
If he was separated from her, to be 
surrounded by actreaaes. not only 
would she be jealous, but he might be 
tempted to leave her In the lurch.

They were married early In Febru­
ary, Intending to go south to meet the 
summer coming north. A large num­
ber of friends saw them Joined, pelted 
them with rice and old shoes, and they 
were driven to the dock from which 
they were to sail. On hoarding the ship 
they found their stateroom a mass of 
flowers sent to them by their friends. 
In two or three days they found them 
selves in Jacksonville, Fla.

To Mildred Dwight, who had been a 
lonely little stenographer when Robert 
fell In lore with and married her. thia 
leisurely life of the well to do was a 
delightful experience.
• Robert Dwight was far from poor, 
bis business was a prosperous one. 
nnd there was no economizing during 
thia wedding trip. And. beat of «11. 
there was waiting for them In New 
York a luxuriously furnished apart­
ment which was to be home.

No wonder the Dwights were bliss 
fully happy, and It Is not surprising 
that on this winter morning Mildred 
looked from her hotel window into a 
summer lind of tropical flowers and 
storing birds and decided that this 
was heaven indeed.

Roliert had gone out to buy some 
cigars at .a queer little tobacco shop 
at the end of a crooked street, and 
when he returned they were going for 
a lung drive- under the palms. . /  •
• Mildren glanced at the clock. Rob­
ert had%becn gone over an hour, and 
the motorcar was waiting, below.

Another hour ticked away and thir­
ty minutes ̂ nore.

After the ma liner of brides, MUdred 
became alarmed over the long absence 
of her loved one, and. twisting a white 
chiffon veil over her little hat, she went 
out to look for him. She know the 
way to the tobacco shop, and she soon 
reached the crooked street

ner heart sank when Rhe saw that 
down Its length were an unusual nnrn 
her of people.

Had anything happened to Robert?
Rhe moved through the crowd, not 

daring to ask for. fear of the answer 
she might receive, and-she had nearly 
reached the end of the street and the 
shop when something happened — 
something that ahattered her beauti­
fu l bubble of happiness and ended that 
moat blissful of honeymoons.

Mildred saw Robert coming out of 
the tobacco shop. He paused In the 
doorway to tight a cigarette. How 
handsome ne looked In his well fitting 
white flannels, with a white hat set 
back on his dark hair! He toqsed the 
match away and glanced up the street

ITla face brightened Into radiance; 
his eyes glow-ed with excitement and 
lover’s ardor

Mildred thought he saw her, but be 
was looking nt another woman, a wo­
man who was running down the op 
poalte pavement Na.v. she was only 
a slight young girl, exquisitely lovely 
and evidently In deep distress.

As she ran toward Robert he ad­
vanced to meet her with outstretched 
handu The cigarette be had tossed 
aside performed s blazing parabola 
and fell at Mildred's feet Rut she did 
not see It.

Her anguished eyes saw nothing save 
the glad look In Robert’s face aud the 
Joy of the girl as she flew Into his 
waiting arms.

“Y our cried Robert.
Mildred saw no more. Rhe fled back 

along the crooked street with a wildly 
beating heart and an Insane desire to 
laugh loud.

Did any woman ever have such an 
odd ending to a honeymoon?

An hour later she left the hotel with 
her trunks and handbag, and what ex­
cuse she made to the clerk 1 do not 
know, but there was no message for 
Robert Dwight when he came home at 
last to find her gone.

• •  • •  • * . *
Six months later and It was summer 

time In New England. Mildred Dwight 
had resumed her maiden name of Mil­
dred Corson aud had obtained a re­
sponsible position In one of the large 
manufactories of a Connecticut city.

As Miss Corson she acceptably Oiled 
her position and won her way Into the 
hearts of her fellow clerks. Not one 
of them knew of the tragedy which 
had blighted her honeymoon, nor did 
one of them guess that Mildred had 
ever l»een a Bride.

8he found a pleasant boarding place 
and congenial friends. In the city 
were several good theaters and an oc­
casional concert.
. Still Mildred was very unhappy. She 
loved her husband, and, although the 
oewspapers had told her that Robert 
was making a worldwide search for 
his vanished bride, sbe maintained si­
lence toward those who had known her 
In the past

There came a Ssturday In August 
with Its customary half holiday from 
work. Mildred had spent a quiet a ft­
ernoon In her own room, and after the 
evening meal one of her new acquaint­
ances, Cora Fields, came with an tovU. 
tat Ion to attend one of the open air 
moving picture theaters.

Mildred rather liked the silent dra­
ma, BO. clad In dainty white gowns, 
the two girls entered lhe lncloaure and 
found seats near tha front

Overhead the stars were shining, and

hotel, and It brought back pstoftfl 
memories of her brief spell of happi­
ness.

Then the title of the play was flash­
ed on the screen.

“Loot and Found.”
W ith the first picture came a realis­

ing sense of looking upon fam iliar 
scenes. Surely, surely this was the 
sunny south and the quaint streets 
those of Jacksonville.

And the girl!
MUdred almost arose from her »eat 

and cried out with surprise as sbe rec­
ognized the lovely face of the heroine 
ae that of the woman who had flown 
to Robert's arms. So Robert's sweet­
heart was an actress!

One scene after another flashed be­
fore her vision, melting Into a whole, 
which brought he?, trembling and In­
credulous. to the moment when she 
found herself gazing down the crooked 
little street of the tobacco shop.

Then she saw her own slander fig­
ure and white veiled face looking to? 
ward the shop from which her hue- 
band. Robert, was emerging, lighting 
a cigarette. The entire scene was re­
peated, incident for incident He toss­
ed away the match, glanced up the 
street, became eager, alert, tenderly 
smiling, flung away his cigarette and 
advanced with outstretched arms to 
meet the heroine’s graceful flying 
form.

Robert In the moving picture! Why. 
how had it happened?

All the w«y home she was asking 
herself the question, and through the 
darkness of her perplexity and doubt 
came one ray of light During hh 
college daya Robert had been one of 
the college players and was consider­
ed a talented amateur actor.

“I am glad be ma'Tied the girl.” 
sighed Cora as they reached Mildred’s 
door.

“Yes.” said Mildred absently, “but 
he was married before that.”

“Who was married before T’ asked 
Cora, puzzled.

“Why. Robert of course.”
“But there was no Robert. His' 

name was Arthur.”
“I am stupid tonight.” was M il­

dred's only explanation an sbe parted 
from her friend.

The next day Mildred obtained leave 
of absence and In her straightforward, 
way went directly to New York aud 
called at her husband’s office.

She was trembling like a leaf when 
sbe waa shown Into Robert’s private 
offlcp.

Fie stared at her as one looks at tbe 
newly risen dead. Hla face was thin 
and worn and hla brown hair sprin­
kled with gray.

“Robert!" she «aid meekly and then 
promptly fainted away. When she 
Queued her eyei she was lying on the 

' leather couch, and Robert was on hla 
knees bending over her. His eyes
were tender and anxious.

’X a n  you ever forgive me J” was bei 
first cry. __ 1 ,

“Yes. dearest," be said generously. 
“But tell me what happened to send 
you away from me that day? 1 have 
searched land and aea for you, and 1 
had given you up for dead when you 
appeared before roe."

In a few broken sentences Mildred 
told her husband of her surprise aud 
Jealousy that day In Jacksonville and 
how when she was.assured of trts per- 
fldy she had taken a train for tbe north 
and disappeared. Then tbe motion pic­
ture play on the screen had thrown a 
ray of light on the matter.

Robert’s explanation made that ray 
a brilliant light of understanding 
which cleared up the mystery which 
had parted bride and groom for almost 
a year.

“You remember I told you I always 
acted In our college theatricals," be re­
minded her, “and many of m.v friends 
bad urged me to enter tbe profession. 
But I did not seriously consider it and 
only now and then hankered to tread 
the stage.

“Rut that morning In Jacksonville I 
started down to the tobacco shop with 
only one thought In my mind—to get 
hack to you. As 1 turned Into the 
street 1 met my old friend of college 
daya. Jack Budlong. president of our 
Players’ club. "He was glad to see me 
and tearing hla hair Insanely over the 
fact that hla star performer had come 
down with the measles that very morn­
ing.

“Budlong fell upon me like a long 
lost brother and pleaded with me to 
take the part of the measled one. So 
1 did, and when I reached the hotel, 
full of my experiences and with Miss 
Gray and Budlong accompanying me 
to meet tbe only woman In the world, 
why. my wife had vanished without a 
word. So yon believed that I waa false 
to you?”

Mildred’s punishment had been great. 
Indeed, and she humbly acknowledged 
her lack of faith. "But bow was 1 to 
know?" she asked pitifully

Robert smiled wisely.
“In great love there Is no faltering 

of faith,” he gently reminded her ns 
he drew her face to hla shoulder. “As 
tbe man In tbe play loot and found bis 
sweetheart, so I lost my wife and have 
found her"—

“With a greater love for you and un­
wavering faith." finished Mildred.

The Blokly Golf Players.
A golf player who had been badly 

beaten by hla opponent explained to 
him that he had been suffering all day 
from neuritis. “I t ’s a curious thing,” 
replied hla opponent, “but I ’ve never 
beaten a man In perfect health In my 
life.”

r  . • •
It la a great misfortune not to hove 

enough wit to speak well or not enough. 
Judgment to keep a llenL-La Bruyera.

Just the Man.
First Artist—Well, old chap, how to 

business? 8econd Artist—Oh. splendid! 
Got a commission this rooming from a 
millionaire. Wants his wife and chil­
dren painted very badly. First Artist— 
W elt you're tbe rery man to do that.— 
Exchange

Rather.
“1 don't believe the woman who has

, , .  . tha next apartment to ours ever touch-
out»«. Ib . Inclomire w u  lb ,b o m  of „  „ „  rto,  .

“ T *  ! ? ’  . - W  «1«'. «>•«•• ■ .»eop tn , .rm m .
nuuBuallr TOd. mU MUdrM found ter- - _ u . lumor» Am«1am ' '
self strangely stirred when the violins _______________
drifted Into McDowell’s beautiful “To . . . .  , . . .  ..
a Wild Rose“ I ( t  to believe that a man

T b . orcbo.tr.  b n ip ta jM » * .  « m W , ^ g . ? — f f * . - 0* ^ * 2 ! ?  th* ° - l<“ *' 
their first meal to that fftortto he does s o t  -C htoeae MaxttB.

î

1 ON A WOT 1
ÌNBGHT r' -

►

’ Strang«/ E p isod e la  th e  L ife  

off a  F rien d less  Man

B y t f A R O L D  T IT U S  
► C op yrigh t by F ra n k  A. Munsey Co.. ¡

Even the bugs seemed to have de­
serted the dock, for only a few of them 
fluttered about in the bine of the orc 
tight that stood alone In the thick, hot 
darkness of the river front Except 
for the throb of the city, the sounds 
were few and distant

Front upotrciin came an excursion 
boat, the distorted reflection of Its yel­
low lights spreinling far across the bjI- 
len. o lly w g ty r The orchestra was 
playing uadfcbunh nily, the cornet a 
trifle sharp, «nd the music seemed hol­
low aud lifeless Lu the heavy night

That died out. A short series of 
sluggish swells washed under the dock, 
sloshing heavily among the timbers.

In the shadow of a pile of boards 
sat a man, knees drawn far up toward 
his chin, and M ad bent forward.

1-aat night he bad slept on a park4 
bench. I t  had been hot In the park; 
the many there were restless, and hla 
aleep had been unsatisfying. W \en  
he awakened In the sticky, cloudy 
dawn, he bad been more exhausted 
than he was when he claimed the 
bench Tor a bed. . »

He had felt like crying for many 
days— ever since the terrific heat set In. 
Terhaps it was because there was no 
place to go. Ordinarily he could go to 
his room, hat now It was hotter there 
than on the streets. To go to the room­
ing house would be unalloyed discom­
fort, for there was no real reason to 
take him In that direction.

Years ago he used to burry to the 
place in the evening to look over the 
mall which was dumped ou the table 
with the'stained top which stood in 
the narrow bull. None came for him, 
so he gave It dp. He had not thought 
of mall for months.
„ n

It with granted thanks. Sbe never 
spoke even that much at other times.

wonoosm asfiSBHaaRsssaa
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Such 
tobacco 
enjoyment
as you never thought 
could be is yours to 
com m and  quick as 
you buy some Prince 
Albert and fire-up a 
pipe o ra  home-made 
cigarette!
Prince Albert gives 
you every tobacco sat­
isfaction your smoke- 
appetite ever hankered 
for. T hat’s because 
it’s made by a patented
process that cuts o u t ,  . _________
bite and parch! Prince Albert has always jmk/teo^wg 
been sold without coupons or premiums.
W e prefer to give quahtyl

Boy Prince A lb ert 
urbar» tobacco  ia »old in 
fo p p y  rod bag». B e; tidy  rad  
tin», 10c; handeom» pound  
and half-pound  tin  burni­

ng fin»
pound cry»tal-gia»» hum i­
dor with »pong»-moi» tan» r 
top th a t hoop» tbo tobacco  
in »uch cJouor t rim  alutqy» 1

has a flavor as different as it is delightful. 
And that isn ’t strange, either.

th s  n a tion a l Joy sm oke

Y o u  n e v e r  ta s te d  th e  l ik e  o f  i t  I

Men who th in k  they can’t smoke a pipe or roll a ciga­
rette c a n  s m o k e  and w/7Z s m o k e  if they use Prince 
Albert. And smokers w ho have not yet given P. A . a try­
out certainly have a big surprise and a lot qf enjoyment 
coming their w ay as soon as they invest in a supply. 
Prince Albert tobacco w ilt  tell its ow n story!

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO, W in s t o n - S a le m ,  N .  c  I

I Hot and white was the thought Ha 
wag wandering Into fields of specula-

No. nothin, th .ro but h e .t now. I  “° w-in ,  Mm . A ,  ftom the only th tn , th .t  ' " “ »h

was his, a© be sensed loneliness more
deafly than aver and felt like crying.

Ordinarily it Was cool In the receiv­
ing department?" of the wholesale fruit 
house where ba worked, but tbe heat 
had permeated even there, and it was 
not pleasant to handle the light cases 
of berries. He thought that he might 
sleep there one night to find relief.
The boss looked at him strangely when 
he asked tlie favor and then shook his 
head.

He liked this doek. I t  was as lonely 
ahd deserted at night as he waa. He

at. tbe fresh sensation.
/T h e  stunted, cramped little circle of 
thought that had been bis wince thought 
began was broken. Thia was new; 
this was the trending of pathless fields. 
Why, he hod never before experienced 
this juggling with views und Ideas and 
Impressions.

Before—the boy had merely gone 
over tbe rail, out of sight But now— 
well, there was something beyond that 
Immediate fact aud, furthermore, he 
was free to establish that something 
for himself. Bridges crossed rivers.

tum been tb « n  b tfo re - th . prorlou. ou'  wonW * *  “  f ’ n
aummer. wbon I .  WM b « . I t  . . .  coot . H# o,  wlUn<

selves by drowning. That was It, waa 
It? And tbe tears came freely. Tbe 
picture was completed now; the film 

; boy was dead—forever dead. He had 
j been alonertout now he was dead! 

Another new something stole 
through him and be arose end walked 
to the edge of the doek, standing with 
hla turned up stockinged toes out over 
tbe last plank.

Tbe snaky water writhed beneath 
him, silently, and he saw it. all dis­
torted, through the wetness which cov­
ered his vision.

So the boy was dead. He wondered 
how It seemed to be dead. Did people 
laugh? Terhaps. but you could not 
bear. Were you always alone? Yea 
but yon did not realize the condition. 
The drawing of such conclusions 
startled him.

The river reached up yearningly, 
i At least, it was cool. I t  beckoned 
him silently, he thought Anyhow, It 
was so mach trouble to find qut about 
things. He might never be able to get 
to that Island park after all; might 
never know how much It  cost to Wde 
on the excursion boat

His watch was gone, and that was 
bad—no placfe to go—men laughed and. 
lied—he was afraid—the boy In the 
picture—alone—the river—river, river. 
It  mocked at his hesitation, and he de­
termined that he was not afraid—still 
It dared him and—

A scuff of a shoe on the rough planks 
behind set his heart bounding. -

So many things were happening this 
night He turned, still in tbe shadow 
of tbe boards, and looked.

Under an arc light stood a woman. 
She was taking off a tawdry hat with 
a drooping, disconsolate feather, like 
limp celery. She shook her head slowly 
as she dropped the thing and wearily 
lifted a sodded mass of hair with tbe 
backs of her flngera

Then she leaned against the lamp- 
post and looked down at the river. The 
man stood breathlesa He thought he 
saw her shudder once; then tbe quick 
rise and fall of her thin shoulders be­
came evident Sbe made a peculiar 
sound. * : x

He did not know what to do. For an 
unknown reason he was afraid, so be 
stood atilL Tbe woman turned around, 
clutching something white in one hand, 
probably a handkerchief. Thia she 
pressed tlfcbtly against her lips as she 
gazed shoreward.

The piercing arc rays fell on her 
strained face. I t  was dead white» and 
the forehead was deeply marked. Tbe 
black eyebrows seemed of an unnat­
ural Intensity against tbe lifeless skin. 
8he was crying now, loudly, the sobs 
unrestrained and growing louder aU 
the time.

Her whole body shook, and for a mo­
ment It  seemed as though her knees 
would give way, but sbe clutched the 
lamppost, «teedled herself and then, 
with head thrown far back, moved 
Jerkily about until she faced the 
stream.

I t  was not to Jump» Sbe seemed to 
wilt suddenly and tumble off tbo dock 
Into the water.

For a scant Instant he stood there, 
clammy cold, and then, with a fright- 

yell. ha ran to tbe place from

ran womaw Tuaxno abound , clutculso 
«ogmoiNo wmxa in  hku hand.

there then, but It  waa not cool this 
time. Tho rivet* seemed to make it 
worse.

SMIL he waa alone, and that was bet­
ter than being one of many crowded 

.together In a park. While he yearned 
for companionship,. In somewhat of a 
subconscious way, bo liked being alone. 
H e could think then, think about hla 
room and hla Job and his landlady.

Than he thought of the stuffy little 
picture show near hto rooming house, 
and he fe lt guilty aa the memory of 
those squandered nickels welled up 
within him. Ho could not understand 
some of the pictures, but others Inter­
ested him, and he would alt through an 
entire evening watching tbe mimic 
drama repeated.

On« picture he remembered above 
all otbera I t  depleted the happenings 
In the life of a boy ftrange to the city 
—not ao much because this boy hero of 
the picture screen met misfortune did 
It Interest him, but rather because 
when the young fellow wandered along 
the streets he was alone, when be 
gnwped at the sights he was alone, 
when be met with trouble be was 
alone and finally when be Wandered

out on to ’the great bridge, climbed the 
railing and disappeared be was alone.

A strange aymiiathy went out for tt»e 
film boy. I t  might have been self pity 
that prompted IL Anyhow whenever 
he thought of that, sordid, uuronvlnc- 
Ing little tragedy he felt like crying. 
He thought of U bow as he sat there 
11 tile shadow of the shingle pile.

Fanny, he thought, that the nights 
In the pictures were always blue. He 
had uever Been a blue night. They 
were black and, ftt seemed now, always 
hot aud thick. This ulght waa . *

He brushed a tear away impatiently.
MWtoBto to tbgt b v  B ft<  w toto  M e dlaapßeared.

“Hold on!” he cried, leaning far for­
ward to catch sight of her as sbe came 
to the surface. “I ’ll git you out! 
Where’s somethin’? W hat’ll I git?”

In the excitement his voice was more 
like a cackle than tbo articulation of

Korda He looked vacantly about, saw 
e boards, rau to them, grasped one 
of them, and threw It aimlessly Into tbe 

stream. He saw her face, covered with 
dripping hair, as It stared at him and 
went below the surface a second time.

“Help!” be screamed. “Help! What'll 
I  d o r

And In answer to his own query 
pulled off his coat and sprang Into the 
stream. He came up with a throat 
filled with water and sputtered as he 
paddled carefully, straining his eyes to 
see where tbe woman might be. .

Ha lost oense of direction In spite of 
tbe light on the dock and went too far 
toward tbe middle of the river. Real 
Izlng his error, he floundered back 
again.

8oon his hand came in contact with  
something.stringy and clutched IL I f  
was the woman's hair. He pulled him 
self toward her and felt something" 
strike his knee as though she had at­
tempted to kick him. A hand came 
out of the water nnd struck him in tho 
face.

“Fool!” choked the woman as her 
head came above tbe surface. “Foot 
foo ir And she struck him again.

Hla fingers were twined in her cloth­
ing. and he clung to that hold desper­
ately, hla bead submerged half tho 
time from the struggle. He felt her 
foot against his stomach, pressing 
hard, as though to pull away from 
him, nnd he could not understand.

“Take holt!” be said, wondering at 
hla own calm. /"Take holt o’ my shoul­
ders. Don’t be scnlrt I ’ll g it  you 
out.”

“Let go!” she snarled between quick 
breaths. “Let go!’’

He answered her only by repeated 
yells for help. Whenever It wus possi­
ble for their eyes to meet he saw, in 
hers a horrid rage. Always sbe tried 
to strike him. But he clung to her and 
yelled.

Their struggles had worked them In 
toward the dock. He kicked against a 
slippery pile, threw up a free arm and 
grasped a stringer. Pullthg himself up 
ao that his head and neck were out of 
water, he slipped tbe other arm around 
her and held her close.

She tried to wriggle from his clutch, 
but former efforts had taken her 
strength, and soon she waa still, wjth 
one hand resting on hla shoulder.

Hla cries had sounded dead to him at 
first and now that they were In tbo 
shadow of the dock, they seemed to bo

planks above. They came rapidly to 
the edge of the dock. There was a 
sound of labored breathing and a 
thump as though some one bad dropped 
to his knees to see better Into the dark-

“H e llo —down there!” called a voica 
“Help!” replied the man.
A moment of silence and inactivity.

Then a match flared, held high above a 
policeman's, helmet

“Can you bold out?” he demanded, 
catching sight of the two beada -

“H^lpi" waa the reply from the wa-

“HXLLO-DOWM THX11B I” CADDKD A VOICB.

hollow, reverberating and lneffectuaL 
but be kept them up until he was 
forced to stop for breath.

M  hoard fast pounding aa 8 a

The woman was crying. ’
"Hold on—I ’ll get a roper* and the - 

feet above moved away hurriedly.
In  a moment they came back and a 

rope dangled In tbe water.
“W ait a minute,” m uttered tho man, 

slipping the hemp beneath the woman’s 
arms. “Now you bold on tight, an’ 
we’JI git you out. Hang on tigh t 
now.” --- .

Mechanically she obeyed, and waa 
dragged slowly to the dock. In another 
Instant the man was being lifted from 
tbe water

They stood there under the arc light 
the three of them, while a little knot of 
men caine from somewhere—anywhere 

“Ah-ha, Nelly!” Jeered the officer. 
“Drunk again, eh? Drunk again an* 
fell off th’ dock, 1« It?”

Tbe woman was fussing with her 
bedraggled hair.

"No, ’taln’t, Riley,” she sniffed. 
“Yuh know well I  ain’t ben driuktn.’ 
rm ”-

A spasmodic sob cut her short
“You’ro what?”
" I’m tired o’ th’ hull thing, that’a 

alL”
The policeman buttoned his coat 

slowly.
"So that’s IL eh? Coin’ th’ river 

route, was yuh? Well, old girt, w e ll 
Jlst put the kibosh on that fer awhile.”

Aud, taking her by the arm, they 
walked away out of the little group 
that stood aud watched, saying noth­
ing.

"By gosh, she tried to drowned her­
self, an’ yuh got her out,” muttered 
one, looking at tbe dripping man.

"Huh?"
" I said sbe tried to drowned herself, 

an’ you saved her.”
The man stared hard for a moment at 

the speaker, and then the light of reali­
zation spread over his face.

“Did she?’ he asked,
8ome one In the knot sniggered.
“ ’Course she did,” blustered tho 

speaker. "Didn’t you pull her o u t r
“Yes—sure thing—’course I  pulled 

her out Tried to kill herself, eh? Dog­
gone ef she didn't!"

"Might’s well.” "muttered another. 
“8he ain’t no ’count”

"Ah, I  dunno; folks alnt got no right 
to kill ’emselves,” said some one else.

One walked away and another light­
ed a cigarette.

“Mebby,” said tbe man, using hla 
newly discovered ability of specula- * 
Mon— "mebby she was—was”—

And he broke off with a sneeze.
“Gosh, guess I ’d better git on my 

coat ’er I ’m like to catch cold an’ die 
too.”

He hurried away to tbe place where 
be had dropped the garment

Gam's Dry Humor.
When tbe gallant Welsh captain. Da­

vid Gam, waa sent forward by Henrv 
V to reconnolter tbw French army be- 
fore the battle of Aglnconrt be found 
that tbe enemy outnumbered tbe Eng­
lish by about five to one. Hla report 
to the king ts historic: ' •-

“There are enough to he killed, 
enough to be taken prisoner« and 
enough to run a way ”

This quaint forecast of tbe revolt of 
the battle at once spread through the 
camp, and doubtless every yeoman 
archer of tbe valiant company felt an 
Inch taller We know thet It was al­
most literally Justified by tbe event 
Poor Gam’s dry humor was equaled 
by hla courage- He wes killed while 
to the act of saving tbe BTe of his 
prince.—London Standard.
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